




if 1961, if y you were a ven old boy fom the eubuebe. one 
stimulus competing for your imagination was All-Star Wrestling. 


Yes, I know. Common sense said pro wrestling was fake. We 
thought so to, but it didn't matter. When the giants of the ring 
growled into the microphone, trash-talking their opponents, our 
testosterone spiked. Going to mass each Sunday paled in 
pompaneOn to our dedication to these American demigods. 
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Sees fv 
KG rg bal Ry) All Star Wrestling in that era was sponsored and fueled 
ra pes . Se Oe ee SSS COCO#y sales and consumption of alcohol. In the Twin Cities 
7 ao Oy Eee of ff Bo bet BZ the alcohol of choice was Grain Belt, a proud tradition 
and patron of wrestling on KMSP-TV, as 9. 


Selling beer to beer-swilling fans of 
wrestling might seem an easy thing to do. 
But, even under these conditions, there is 
an art form to generating interest, 

particularly in a crowded marketplace. 


Enter John K. "Jack" Hartman, my dad. 

He knew about advertising and he knew 
5 3 _ about drinking beer. One night, that 

oF ae 57 i) Ge 48 = knowledge and his particular skill set 


allowed my friends and I to go deep into 
f=. =. a 





the underbelly of All Star Wrestling. 
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| aoe Tag Team Madness 


Bushwhacks Juvenile Minds 


The star power? Undeniable. The reigning 
World Tag Team Champs -The Crusher and 
"Dick" the Bruiser - were poised to tangle 
with the urbane duo of Handsome Harley 
Race and Larry "Pretty Boy" Hennig. My 
dad, who had some unexplained business to 
attend to at the site of the historic match-up, 
asked if I and a couple of my friends would 
enjoy seeing the match from nearly 
ringside. We would witness wrestling 
mayhem between sworn enemies. It was a 
a7 ee cultural war between the beer swilling dregs 


a7 als Bru i ser . Cru: . i er § from Milwaukee versus the slick 
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sophisticates from Chicago. We were there. 


